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DOOKS. inc pretty mouicrs, ine cnuuisn ideals, the open gardens, the homes of many rooms were as unreal to me as the fairy stories. But reading of them made my aspirations beautiful.
My books were doors that gave me entrance into another world. Often I think that I did not grow up in the ghetto but in the books I read as a child in the ghetto. The life in Soho passed me by and did not touch me, once I began to read. My interests, most of my memories and associations, were bound in the covers of books. No longer did our neighbours find occasion to censure me for playing; I read incessantly.
Books built a world, fanciful and strange, for mother and me, when I sat, translating to her word for word from the story before me. Mother would tell me that such people did indeed exist, for the Pan, the small nobleould [67]                         mother has always said.
